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T he Uiflorie of 

No, yet time ferues, whcrein you tnay redef mc 
Your banifht honors, and rcftore your felucs, 

Jnto thegodd thoughtsofthe world againe : 

Reueng theieering and difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt heowes you, 

Eucn with the bloudiepaymcnt of your dcatlis: 
Thereforel fay. 

F/er. Peace Coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a fecret bookc, 

And to your quicke concciuingdifcontcnts 
11c read your matterdeepe and dangerous, 

Asfull of pcrill and aducnterous fpirit, 

As to o’rc walkc a Current roring lowd, 

On the vnfleadfaft footing of a fpeavc. 

Het. Iflic fall in, good night, or finke or fwund, 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the weft, 

So honor croffe it,froin the North to South, 

And let thetn grapple: the bloud more ftirres 
To rowfe aLion thentoftarta Hare. 

North. Immagination of forne great exploit 
Driues him beyond the boundes of patienec, 

Hot. By heauenrae thinkes it wcare an eafie leape,, 

To pluck bright honor from the pale-faCd Moone 
Or diueintö thebottomeofthedeepe, 
Wherefadome-line could neuer touchthe gvound, 
•And pluck vp drowned honor by thelockes, 

So hcethat doth redeeme her thencc mightwearc ' 
Withoutcorriuall all her dignities: 

Butout vpon this halfe (ackfellowfhip. 

Wor. He apprehendes a world of figures hcrCj 
But not the foi rr.eofwhat he ihould attcnd, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a w hilc. 

Hot. I cry youtnercy. 

wor. Thofe famenobie^ that are your priloners. 
Hot. Ile keepe them all. 

By God he Ihall not hauea Scot of them. 

No, if a Seat w ould faue his foule, he fha.l not. 





Henry the fourtb. 

Ile keepe them,by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no earc vnto my purpofes: 

Thofe Prifoners you fhall keepe. 

Hot. Nay,I will 5 that’s flat: 

He faid he would notranfome Mertimer, 

Forbade my tongue to fpeake oi Mortimer: 

But I will finde him when he lies a ileepe. 

And in his eare ile.hallow ^Mortimer: 

Nay, Ile haue a Starling fhall be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and giueit him. 

To keepe his anger ff ill in motion. 

Wor. Heareyou Coofin,a word. 

Hot. AU fhidi£s 4 eere I folcmnly defie, 

Saue ho w to gall and pinch this Bullingbrooke, 

And that fameSword and Buckler Pnnce of Wales. 

But that I thinke his Father loueshimnot. 

And would be glad heinet with fomc mifchance: 

1 would haue him poyfoned with apotof Alc. 

Wor. FarevvcllKmunan,Iletalketo you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. W hy what a Wafpe-tonguc.and impatientfoole 
Art thou to breakeinto this womansmoode, 

Tyingthine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Het. Why lookc you,I am whiptand fcourg 5 d with Rods, 
Netled,and ftung with Pifmires,whcn I heare 
Of this vile Pohtitian BvAlhigbrooke. 

In Richards time,what doe you call theplace; 

A Plaguc vpon it,itis in Gloceflerfhire\ 

Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vnele kept, 

His vnele Torke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles,this Bullwgbroohe: 

Zbloud, when you and he came backe from Rauenfpur^h, 

Nor. At2?4r£/y Caftlc. Hot. You fay true, 

Why what acaudiedeåleofcurtefic, 

This fawning Grey-hound then did profFer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune came to age. 

And gentlc Harry Pcrcy 3 and kind Coofin; 

c - o. 









































































